CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
A Tragical Love Affair
TT was only a few days after I had been assured that
JLpermission to circulate was now impossible to any
civilian, that I watched with a start of surprise the progress
of a saloon car which had turned in at our avenue and was
making its way towards the front. My surprise was
changed in a few minutes to delight, I threw down some
impossible gardening implement I had been wielding and
welcomed the visitor from the open courtyard in front of
the house. It was one of our most charming friends,
Winifred Fortescue. We exchanged the usual incoherent
and breathless salutations, in which Elsie joined. We were
both very fond of our visitor.
" Where have you been hiding yourselves ?" she
asked,
" The Carlton," I answered grimly. " We've been
hanging on there hoping that one of these efforts to get
away would be successful. Not a chance/*
We found comfortable chairs under the trees and sat
down to gossip. We both had friends in common, and
the great interest in life just at that time was to discover
who had succeeded in getting away and who was left.
" Fancy finding you really here," Lady Fortescue
remarked, lighting a cigarette. " At least a dozen people
have told me that you went off in one of those hulks. I
couldn't believe it of you, Phillips. I know how you hate
discomfort. But when I found out it was really true that
Somerset Maugham had gone, I felt I would believe
anything."
" All very well for Maugham," I pointed out, " but
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